REX WHISTLER

spoke of the possibility that, when the war was over, we could
build a vast colonnade at the end of the garden, and at the
edge of a steep hill overlooking the lake at Renishaw, so that
the expanse of view would be perceived through lofty, narrow
arches, and would become all the more wide and dramatic for
being thus framed. (My father had proposed something of
the sort many years before, but had intended then to use for it
brick and rubble.) ... In any case, the plans Rex Whistler
set forth that morning with so much imagination and en-
thusiasm are now incapable of achievement, for he was un-
doubtedly the only man living who could comprehend or
undertake schemes of this kind: but I think even then, in
May 1944, we both knew in our hearts that not only were the
days for realising such objective flights of the imagination
ended, but that there would be no-one to carry them out. . . .
On 18th July he was killed at Demouville, seven miles
east of Caen.
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